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The wearer of this veil, Sweet Om,
The real Self, Ora, Tat Sat Om.

Sleep, baby, sleep, etc.

THE LIKENESS OF MY BELOVED
I
Oh 1 how could I get my Love's likeness !
Could anything like Him be conceived I
Could He in cameras be received !
Could Artist stand to take His picture ?
Could He appear in colour and figure ?
The camera of form did melt away!
His flood of light was too much, too much,
0 how could I get my Love's likeness.
II
1 focussed the mind to take His portrait,
Adjusted the eyes to take His portrait,
The camera of heart to take His portrait,
The apparatus all did melt away ;
His flood of light was too much, too much.
O how could I get my Love's likeness ;
Then I'll have him as I could not have his likeness,
III
They say the Sun is but His photo,
They say that man is in His image,
They say He twinkles in the stars,
They say He smiles in fragrant flowers,
They say He sings in nightingales,
They say He breathes in cosmic air,
They say He weeps in raining clouds,
They say He sleeps in winter nights,
They say He runs in prattling streams,
They say He swings in rainbow arches*